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What a fall! How eminent are the fallen! All these constituted a
warning for my own social-ideological life.
Till the 1971 elections the comradeship between me and Communist
leaders was such as to induce us to meet frequently without any let
or hindrance. At those meetings I had clearly explained that I would
have no political differences with them whether they supported or
opposed the Congress. I knew that the course of my friends would
be governed by the majority decision of the party. I believe in party
procedures based on acceptance of discipline. Such acceptance, as I
see it, is linked up with the policy concerned. It was because of
differences over policy that I moved away from political parties,
including the Communist Party, despite the identity of ideological
views between me and the Communists. Nevertheless, I did have
faith in the political integrity of the Communists. May they have the
same faith in me!
Communist friends maintained very pleasant relations with me.
At no time did they doubt my integrity in my personal and'Jiterary
life and in my political relationships. When I met Communist friends
with whom I had such cordial relations I presumed on my "rights"
as a friend to argue with them with great fervour. Sometimes I
would lose my patience, use harsh words, and even become highly
emotional. Those who have lived in the Communist Party and
moved with communist comrades know how full of "life" such
"quarrels" and "disputes" can be. Such intellectual fervour is an
ornament of the Communists.
I saw that fervour in Lenin as I read his articles and speeches.
Instead of calling Lenin merely as a revolutionary, we should under-
stand him as an elevated human soul. It is his intellectual fervour
that marks him out as an elevated human soul. We see the same
fervour in its full glory in Bharati. It shines in Vivekananda. It is a
muffled roar in Tolstoy. In Gandhi it is gentle as the flame of a lamp
[illumining a dark room]. In Nehru it is a fond caress. It bubbles in
Jeeva. In Balan it is seductive. At one time the mark of Communists
had been intellectual fervour.
Such fervour comes out infrequently on platforms and during
struggles. When it does, it tends to take an exaggerated form. But in
one's daily life and in private group discussions, fervour comes into
its own. It does not affect comradely relations among Communists
nor promote mutual animosities. I can never forget that I am a
foster child of a Communist Party that used to cherish such values.